

The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

A whining mamrnet in her fortunes cehder ( 

To anfwer, He not wed , I cannot love, 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed lie pardon you, 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with me ; 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not ufe to jeft, 

Thurlday is neere > lay hand on heart, advife, 

And you be mine, lie give you to my friend ; 

And you be not , hang , Beg ftarve,dye in the ftrcets, 

For by my foule lie ne re acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine fhall ever doe thee good. 

Truft too t, bethinke you, He not be forfwornc. • 

Jul. Is there no pitty fitting in the cloudcs. 

That fees into the bottome of my griefe ? 

0 fiveet my mother caft me not away. 

Delay this marriage foramonethiaweeke; 

Or if you doe not, make theBridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tib alt 1 yes. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for lie not Ipeake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. Exit 4 

Jul. O God,0 Nurfe, how (hall this be prevented ? 

My husband is;on earth , my faith in heaven, 

How fhall that faith returne againe to earth, 

Unleffe that husband fend it me from heaven. 

By leaving earth ? comfort me, counfell me. 

Alacke,alacke,that heaven fhould pra&icc ftratagems 
Upon fo foft a fubjeft as my felfe. 

What faift thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 

Some comfort Nude* (nothing, 

Nur . Faith here it is. Romeo i s banifhed,and all the world to 
That he dares ne’re come backe to challenge you : 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be by ftealth : 

Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it beft you married with the Countie. 

O hee’s a lovely Gentleman : 

Romeo's a difh-clout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quick , fo faire an eye 
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^/Rfraieo^WJulier. 

As tar is hah : beftirevv my vety heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match. 

For it excels your nrft - x or if it did not, 

Your firft is dead, or 'twere asgood he were, 

As living here and you no ufe of him. 

Jtil. Speakeft thou from thy heart ? 

Nnr . And from my foule too, or elfe beftirevv them both. 

7#/. Amen. 

Afar. What? 

Jul. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much . 

Coe in and tell my lady I am gone, 

Having difplcas’d my father , to Laurence Cell, 

To make confeflion , and to be abfolv’d. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. Exit . 

Jul. Ancient damnation, O moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more finne to wifh me thus fbrfworne. 

Or to dilpraife my Lord wirh that fame tongue. 

Which ftie hath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thoufend times ? Goe Counfeller, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be tvvaine : 
lie to the Frier to know his remedy. 

If all elfe faile, my felfe have power to dye. Exit . 

Enter Frier and fount j Paris# 

Fri. On Thnrfday fir ! the time is very fhorr. 

Fa. My father Capulet will have it fo, 

A^d I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies minde, 

Uneven is this courfe , I like it not. 

/^.Immoderately fheweepes for Ti baits death, 

And therefore have I little talkt oflove : 

For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir her father counts it dangerous 
That fhe doth give her forrow fo much fivay, 

And in his wifclome haftes our marriage. 

To ft op the inundation ofher teares, 

W hich too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be put from her by fociety. 

Now 



